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CUT ALONG THIS LINE AND FOLD.

THE UPPER HALF OF THE PAGE WILL MAKE A SONG BOOK, AND THE LOWER HALF A CHI-LDREN'S_ BOOK.

SHLANATHA
DISCUVERS

The Giant Who Loved Picnic Pie.

“Kate," gaid Harry one night, when he was
getting ready for bed, “do you know much
about glants?" :

“Sure, I know all about thim,” answered
she, with a confident, laugh. *Now, hurry,
dear, an’” undress an’ 1'll tell ye the lovely story
-(Jr thesglunt Bhlanatha an’ 'why It nlver rains
on pienie days at Kilcomin."

Tiarry began tearing away at hils shoes, to
unbutton them, and Kate began:

“The people of Kilcomin are forever goin'
on plenles, an' at the tlme I'm tellln® ye of
there ‘'wis sorra ‘a plenic party that didn't get
a wettin’. The skies'd be as blue as they iver
are In Ireland, an' that's as blue as grane s
grane, an’ they'd be that light hearted they'd
lep over the ground without thelr feet touchin’

at all'"'—— L]
“T'we done that in dreams,” said Harry. “It's
bully."*

“But before they'd be one-half ready to go

homne, the bisck elouds 'd come an’ they'd h_e_
23 wet as the rat that taught swimmin'., Well,

they was gretly put to it to find out why this
was happenin® all the while, an’ at last Terry

ual,' an' at that, "thouzh he couldn't hear what
they'd gay, heé cud till be th' expression ¢ them
they wasn't pleased, an’ he'd roar wid laughter
an' thin they'd say, ‘Oh, glory upon us, ‘'tis
thunderin’!’ an' they'd be drinched til the skin.

“Well, of course, whin they found out that
it was their own fault, as you might say, they
sought out to find a youngster that was good
enpugh to make himself heard by the glant,
an' sorra one could they find, for the Kilocomin
boys are bad an’ the girls are worse,”

“Well, what did they do?"” sald Harry, eager-
1¥, as he hopped into bed.

“Well, at last they found a young fellow
that was not qulite bright, an’ anyway he had
not lived in Kilcomin very long, an’ they told
him what to tell the glant, an' the boy went
Lo the woods an’ he ¢lilmbs up a high tree an’
he calls out, ‘Cardtherer Hardtherer Shlana-
tha,” wlileh was the name of the giant, an’ in
a minvte he gets an answer llke thunder.
‘Whet s it? says the glant. ‘If ye'll be so kind
an' eondescindin® not to make it rain on the
days we do have picnies, they'll make yve a cake
as big as the roof of St. Patrlek’'s, wid raisins
as big as cobble stones’ “An' whin'il it be
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land there do be a gret many countles, an' the windows in Kilcomin,'
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there do be & giant for aich county, anly he's
Invisible exeeptin’ to a child that has never
done wrong, an’ likewise he'll not hear what's
said oniy Trom such & child. Well, this glant
was angered because the plenle parties did not
lave anny iavin's for bim to eat. Thess giants
do be very greedy and not sutisgfied with their
natural [ood, which Is all sorta of eslored
sunset elonds, an' they must be havin® ¢ake an’
tarts an’ the loike o' that. So this ould giant
would watch till he saw a lot of plenickers soi-
tin cut gayly to the woods, an’ then, niver mind
how elear the day nor how far away it was tp
where there was any clouds; he'd get off an’
get a big bunch o' them an' stuff them into his
leather bag like a lot ¢ ducks ye'd be carryin’
to market In a bag too small for them, ar’
then he'd walle back, hundreds of miles some-
times, alt’ turn the bag upside down an’ dump
‘the clouds out an’ punch & hole in them the
way ther wonld rain, an' then the pleniekers
would say. ‘Ow! ‘tis beginnin’ to rain, as us-
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“Well, the pixt day ivry one féll to an' made
a4 cale an’ sit out In the rain wid a big rubiber
cloth on the chke, an’ it on a dozen carts
drawn be fifty cart horses as strong as bulls
an’ as stiddy as cats. Whin they got to the
woods the little fellow called as before an'
Shlanatha looks dibwn an' he spes the cake an
he draws a long breath an’ thin he blows the
clouds clear over to,Sligo "an’ left the sky as
blue as & granehorn. An’ thin he stoops dawn,
an’ of course no wan saw him only the little
boy, but the cake went up In the air all of a
suddint like & big balloon, an' they watehed It
untll ‘they could see It no more, an’ that's be-
cause It was eat, an' they fell to dancin’ an'
singin' fer the Juy that was In thim, an' from
thin untll now plenie days do be clear In Kil-
comin,”

“And do they give the glant calte any more?”

“They do that: once & vear. An' now it's
strinkin’ 8; so good nlght, dearie,”
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